NO     MORE    PEACE

SOCRATES. I see. You feel that reason pro-
perly applied might stop bloodshed.

ST. FRANCIS.   It's a possibility.

SOCRATES. Certainly. I flatter myself that
I'm rather good at reasoning.

NAPOLEON.   That's why we sent for you.

SOCRATES. It's so very long since I had a
chance to try my skill. Everything is so very
reasonable up here, don't you think . . . ?

NAPOLEON.   Much too reasonable.

SOCRATES. Oh, no that could never be. Still,
I feel it would be an opportunity for me to show
what I could do.

ST. FRANCIS.   Then you'll go?

SOCRATES.   Certainly.

ST. FRANCIS. Thank God, thank God. Take
care of yourself.

SOCRATES. I shall be all right if the lifts . . .
(Exit.)

NAPOLEON (reading}.   What an insult.

ST. FRANCIS.   What was that?

NAPOLEON. An insult, I said. This story of
a woman and her dog.

ST. FRANCIS.   I love animal stories.

NAPOLEON. But this woman called her horrid
little dog Napoleon.

ST. FRANCIS.   How touching.

NAPOLEON. In my time it was usual to call the
eldest son Napoleon.

ST. FRANCIS. What have you against dogs?
Aren't they honest and affectionate animals?
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